Equal Time 


Pause a bit | | 

in this 
mod age 

for cranky love, 


kind best said by Look! 

just where's my god- 
damy...? (Tell you 

where I'd like it, Love.) 


When I think I could have 
married..+(Intonation's 

all the range in these 
outrageous marriages.) 


Never fails 
twenty miles from home 
and you forget, 


You forget we all forget — 
and when that grim's 
set right. 
won't be candy-cute 
and coke and star 


but a something tensile 
as the fight before, 


close to what you are. 
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Port of..-Pusan 


It stunk miles out. 
We sealed ourselves 
in chess. My 

friend in all his 


innocence made 
cloudy moves, 


announced 
for the agnostics. 


May may not be God 
not worth trouble 

is it mate? It was 
so we tore into pop= 
sickles. Got 


there gagging 

at the flat people. 

War's one dimension 
to most, like one~- 


legged boy who begged 
cigarettes. Fuck off! 
our sergeant requested. 


And the greatest of these 
48 Luckies. I knew that then 
when I tossed them, 


Right to black market! 
Let oe spat. Let 

him get rich enough to cut 
off legs. 


Yeah rich as God 
my mate pronounced. 


We found it a hard faith 
to lose. 
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The Patriot Speaks At His Regular Fee 


To strive to 
win to sac- 
rifice 

and salve 
the splits 
that so 
dis- 

rupt 

us. 

Co= 

i- 

tus 

in- 

ter=- 
ruptus. 


_ Distance 
My son's first boat 
_ goes at the sea, at 
‘the sky=-all blood= 
orange the light 
1 pulls me 
to join hims) 
_It'stoo late. 
ea pyracive [PAT | 
: | 


ab 


~ 
eas og 


- 
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Frank B. Ford 


PICTURES OF AN EXHIBITION 
What I see 


lingers 
on the retinas 


till leached 
by blood and bone 
becoming me as much 


a lonely mystery 
as love. 


Photos of The Author 


Urban-guerilla-in-scruff- 
y fieldjacket though I! spake 
peatbag-tweed-professor then. 
Next the neo-Gaelic-Fisherman: 


all Begorrah! thriftshop-turtleneck. 
(a misty shape of a hat) Other merde- 
frauds in between--Mao inside 

the Puke-Inducing Malls for one.) 


I am & phoney ’tis true. 
How many phonies are you? 


Sure n’ what Generic’s t’follow? 

Business-Asshole in $$$$cut 

Wop-suit one supposes,affecting iron 
magnate’s grip- 


ping, steeee-ly eye and iron tie! Oh oh 
oh oh und MY,Herr Krup 
und LBJ,how many kids 
did you kill today...? 


How did Guy De Maupaussant end his days? 
With a twist on how you spend yours, 


dreaming and haste in your mouth. 


Yes I am a phoney it’s true,and how! 
(Und you?) How ’bout the 20s with F. Scott? 
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More like Ed Hop: 
The world, of course, is dead. 
It was my father’s as this could be 
Nickel Charlie’s, the all-night restaurant 
next to Loew’s Poli in New Haven where he’d repair 
after the graveyard shift on the Journal!-Courier. 


A linotype operator his fingers swam 

beside a window propped up by Four Roses 

against a smothering night. Wasn’t, though, this 
lead and whiskey universe he died from since 


he retired punching the copy out of tape under 
a livid, technical flourescence--which is of 
my world of course. And I must 
sit among these waiting Nighthawks to become 


the one who shows a slice of face and who observes 
the hard-edged guy, nondescript 
in the dark suit of his time with gray fe- 
dora and black band. I wear it too, sniffing 
the coffee, hearing the chromium hiss 
of the polished urns, watching the redhead 


check her nails. Diner of the Heart. 

A blondish counterman thrusts down his arms 
like old women washing clothes 

in the rivers which erode exhausted cities. 
The redhead played 


367 for a year and it came out 
the day she stopped. I say nothing, 
having myself run out 


of numbers, bad luck entombed 
in the wool of my suit. 


But then I mumble past 
the obligation of our unconcern that I’11 play 
it, three, six, seven staring out at nothing from the bright 
space of terror. She says play a quarter for me. 


"And what were the shapes of their hats?" 
Fedora, whore. 


"If it’s true, 1’11 never be one for you. You can bet on that!" 
Then how ’bout this here shot: Whitey-JIVE-JAZZZZZZZ? 


2 


Frank B. Ford 


Niggah-talker with the Bond 
Bread 
Heart. 
Now there’s a picture. Sever- 
al, infact. 


Language and the Marketplace 


If the particular whore 
enjoys an icecream cone 
why blame her? O 


see can you say 
she should rather essay 
honest work for her coin,but’s 
lacking the mere what? 
Push? Guts? 


Not the latter certainly: Beings courageous 
omit the metaphor 


we fearfuls live with 
and are,therefore. 


"Il know what I am and THEREFORE don’t need 
your ego-eccentric verse." 


of a buttered morning a coed 
in legwarmers bound 
for Paly Sci and yet 


they signal rasping 
practice boards be- 
neath an icy glow,ad 


junct not to art 
but pain 


splayed out 
after a rag 
doll flop. 


The newest anything jives 
sweaty trial and its 
impure collapse. 


A stylish hat 
is softly cool 


Frank B. 


in form 


ing light. The old heart 
heaves toa 
burn 
-ing work, 


Ford 


Could be the biggest liar of them all,ole Bond Bread and workin 


to reverse the image, a negative, fuckin neg 


ative! 


(in this then, the phoniest time) Pity me as 
rosebud-a-bleedin at the Harlem Ball. 


Two phonies at least--though can’t 


be black 


in the photograph ’less | reverses myselfs. 


Keep reversing yourself you get lost among crystals. 
Keep rehearsing yourself, there’s 


no self left 


the more that you perfect 


expected acts. 


She burned her bra once to stop burning 
can’t and no one can with dreaming and haste 
in our mouths. 


Terror sighs mid 
grids ahead. Thinking 
over what you said. 


"Why ever would you be afraid of me?" 


Dentist explains decay in morning light, 
I phrase colors of the corrugated shed 
three stories down, changing 


the language as light changes and when 
it stops, the words must 
continue In order 


to save us. We say too much and yet 
at a still] point are graced. 


He says his speech again--no use 
to talk to me. But then I! listen 
since we are all of us forgiven. 


her heart, 


but you 


(What was it like when you meant what you said? 


And what is it like to be dead?) 
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Oh to keep from posing 


pose! Naked would there be a chance? My 
Peverespetese seit tt! tseeee-—- 
JUICY-THICK "N G-INCH#*##**COCK## HH HX} 
Pegeeeereeeaserrr esis i iesse--- 
hung d- 
ow- 


NNNN mid aproned FAT! Yuk! 


[Fuck it,suck it,or duck it--most Ladies choose the 

latter--(though I’ve been pussywhipped by best and 

worst.) Read on if you will,or won’t.] At any 
(non-parenthetical) rate,l 


doubt it!--re the photographic fraud,cuz even 
bare,I’d go method. Why 


that ist time Doc smacked my babyass they said I 
gave out so much more than was required. 


Was ever august presence pussywhipped? 
Hi! waved Kennedy, 


I’m being president. 
Then his brains flew out. 


(Autopsy conducted by humans on a human 

was therefore inconclusive. Another bitter truth 

1 deduce here in the Bush Leagues where I! bitch and 
kvetch with such a lousy average.) 


The JFK plot pushed! (Turkish word) by a British Secret 
Service perfidious with fairies. O00-Puck: licensed to 


suck. 
Running to Light 


the river and the snow 
are taken by their shadows 


becoming darkness 
with a sound 


searching light: 
finding the moon 
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it thrashes it to ribbons. 


Rewound at an eddy then 
revolving whole and 
eold. 


So, would you like it whole and cold? 


"Not at all." What’s the matter with us? 
"Nothing. I suspect that’s a cue to 
your own diseased mind.” Righto! 


The Matter With Us 


It is cold we have made once 
more narrowing the blaze 
to: this still 


point to turn and toa 
ponder dispassionately 


concentrating grains 
of fire-sung ice keen 


as the much-folded 
tip of a Japanese sword. 


"Sword all right. Didn’t you say somewhere this 
ferocity of self?" 


Those Two Again 


Snow is 
erystalgeometrics 
fused to hood 

a knobby world. 


In art 

things turned are fired to glaze, 
perfect, caught 

there right before 


a crazed 

drunk wrecks the shop, must be 
dealt with, giv- 

en booze and meat 


to keep 
his unkempt soul till snaw 
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confides once more 
outside the 


window, sticks around 
to smooth hung- 
over light. 


talking suds 


in the laundry room, 
lesbian,’n I 

said I *preciate 

the sweeter subtleties 


your lover embodies,which 
most men sorta lack,and I’m 
sure there’s good sense 

to the sex y’all do 


n’ even good sex too, 
but show me 


anything 


like this rockhard cock 
full of blood,Missy! 


"Disgusting! So ignorant, sexist, and disgusting! 
So ultimately disgusting.” 


Got that. Ah but wasn’t | sweet 
on the pony,a Natural at 7? That lovely, lovely picture! 


You can reach me there. 
O but wasn’t I so sweet? 


On the pony! 
Please! 


Huh! Not a bit! Slob. Nothing as good as Mao 
on the Mall...or Espionage Blowjobs. 


(What was it like when you felt what you said? 
What is it like to be dead?) 


Anytime you want to see it, 
anytime you want to feel it, 
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be my guest. 


"So much penis! penis! penis!" That strangest country 
will again be heard from--would she like it whole 
and hot? 


What is it like to be like to be like to be like to 
ets aaa 


Asked a girl in class if she knew a Tartruffe,that 
quintessential hypocrite. "C’est moi," she whispered. 


Flay yourself alive if that’s the way you cum,but 
Camus said the tragedy is never in not getting, 
but not giving, love. 


(What is it like when you mean what you say? 
What is it like to be saved? 


And what is it liked to be loved? 


our part 
in stopping 


forever 
fails, 1 place 
the boat mid- 


spring past 
a wave 
of light 


blossoms 
by your glistening 


wrist always 
desire 


trails it back, the mind 
listening, 
listening. 


And will we always cum together? No, 
even in PARADISE the timing can be off 


[before you can]. Said St Peter at The Golden Gate 


Men! Y’all just gonna have to learn to fuckin wait!) 


Ah if man could screw forever 
and not just screw around. 
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I’m less proud of its length, 
though World-Class Wide! 
(Most men need a little on the side.) 


SO SO SWEET ON THE PONY WAS ! 
THAT ONE, THAT SO ESSENTIAL TIME! 
A boy a little boy. 


Play a quarter for me, Guy 
-..ewhen you get up, buddy. 


1 will go unto the altar of God,ta God who giveth joy 
to my youth. (What is it like when you know 
what to say? 


Reciprocal 


Li Po, tipsy 
in his boat, 
hugged the 


moon with- 
in the lake. 


He drowned. 
We become 
what we embrace. 


How ’bout a lay? C’est moi,wide 6.) For if you fuck me 
I will love you the next day, 


if you suck me off I will praise your vision. 
If you request being eaten I will submit with pleasure, 
but RSVP. Theoretically 


they can clone me from my prick,you 
from your cunt--both from our assholes...there’s a 
thought. 


(What is it like when you mean what you mean? 
What is it like to be clean?) 


Sweet Hell--to Isaac Babel 
I getta hardon,man,’slike 
I could tuck it under my chin 


and paint on crazy bowtie. 
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Okay, okay, Pornography and Lies 
(an autobiography). Why dan’t you just 

say "and then you die"? Hey! 

Like it IS a d-RIVE,sex. Drive! 


he said. Through the lovely flower and through 
the whole f-UCKIN’ works! 


And look out when it STARTS. H-hold on ta 
the handles of that c-RAZY sled, Baby! 
And I hald on and m’Lady toaa--’s haw we say FUCK 
YOU, WORLD! (’swhat Whore-Lady 
Luck’s sneering NQW. ) 


Like Guy DeMaupassant,man: 
he struck the fuckin HUMAN 
about SEX !I shit you not: 


that short story about 
carriage driver? Says to the maid he carries 
each and every morning "How about little fun 
today, Madamoiselle?" And she laughs and laughs. 


And one morning she says yes. 
And one morning she says yes,and like, 
that’s the story: outa the B-LUE she says yes!? 
SHIT! That’s what I mean! YES! Fuck- 


in AFFIRMATION, Baby! LIFE! Fuckin’ LIFE! 
Be nice and pay some attention and stop greedy 
grabbing for once and it might even come to YOU. 


But it...it surely is all,ALL fuckin DANGERQUS. 
Let’s not ever forget that 


DeMaupassant died on all fours eating his own shit. 
Who dealt this mess? 


O but wasn’t I so sweet? On the pony! Please! | was 
seven! Would you hurt me then, too? 


(Teaching An Qld Saw New Tooth 
The dental assistant’s ass 


speaks volume. ) 
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I try and try to remember what it was that you said! 
As if the exact words would make a magic to help. 


What is it like to be dead? 


I know that there’s a Holy Ghost,a spirit so great 
enwrapping us in hushing 
breath,embracing us to all 
the world. I know 


the meanest ones can love beyond themselves. Here I 
will stay. 


(What is it like when you miss what you say? 
Where will I1 stay?) 
With my fair ! 


INCHRE#*®*¥*#COCK# HHH} 


again! It’s for you,Sweetie,every every every 
millimeter-- 


growing on rigid 8 or 10 the more that you concur 
with eyes and breath o surround me and o surround with 
your hair! Vive la difference! 


Two Met 
Each turns 
the glow 
to knife 


between o 
hold us dark 


cupped, sun- 
set-rimmed. 


Spin us free 
when we have drunk 


this shimmering 
between. 


"I still have no desire to see your prick, shimmering 


or matte. Read something nice. No more your perverse 
HOWL--if that’s not an oxymoron.” 
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Combing 


Soft breathes 
her fall- 
ing hair,a fan- 


ing after it- 
self like 
memory. 


If only for a moment,what it’s like to be loved...I/ try 
and try and try to remember what it was that you said! 
I remember your hair falling and your words falling 
softly after it. Almost as if your hair made motion 
and light, made candlelight. All, all of calor. 


What is it like to be so warmly in love? So warmly. 


But,what is it like when it’s dead? I’d guess cold. Uno 
frigid peter. My gone and straight friend,she said | 
was BAD and she meant it! 


You mean like what Caroline Lamb said about Lord Byron: 
Mad,bad,and dangerous to know? No! You should see a 
minister, said she. I did. He was a lovely 

guy, young,who later died. 


Il can’t remember much of what he said. What is it 
like to be 
saved? 


Is it cold? He was something of a saint so 


I didn’t show him much. 
Being anyway modest with men. 
With women,or a warm breath,God knows, 
I rip off my clothes. 


Mineral Baths--Bursa, Turkey 


Steam lifts 
to the rotunda,its 
art of running arabesques 
around windows thick and old, 
aswarm with auricles. 


Down here the men soon draw 
apart, spurning visionary air 
for modesty. The wives 
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within their separate rooms 


Play fast and loase 
with luminosity, 
stream in flesh 


inseparable 
from light. 


Paradise may be a place 
we never knaw 


where things leave off. 
I know a mo- 
ment swims in 


sight, those misted baths In Bursa 
where Woman flaws 
as light. 


HI! WAVED KENNEDY NEAR HIS NEXUS, MEAN, 
SOMETHIN’ FUCKIN FUNNY IN THIS TEXAS SCENE. 


THE CRISIS OF THE FAITH YOU SOUGHT, 
ended Life 100, Faith nought. 


Yes I am a phoney it’s true... 
Once again, please! try try not to miss your cue: 


In the THE CRISIS OF THE FAITH YOU SOLD, 
(fill in your own blank) What is it like to be clean? 


(Lemme tell you Gus, there aint no Road to Damascus.) 


Nietsche said you could tell a young writer’s work: 
drenched in sex. Thanks,Freddy-Babe,sorry you didn’t 
either get to 


hold mine 
ubermenschenwhatsit but next 
time bring the Mrs. 


Not the Irish Fisher-fool in turtleneck, but the 
angel-boy at seven going ever forth 


unto the altar of joy! "So much penis! penis! 
penis!"scoffs, beside me, finally, my lesbian nudge. 
"You protest too much. I won’t take it away from 
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you,Little Honey. Don’t worry. Nor do I even think 
you’re queer: not enough verve! And I read, 
someplace,it 


won’t drop off at forty.” 


Comforting. How about the balls? I cover up 
when your tribe rounds the corner. 


"We don’t want them either.” 
I know, being more ballsy than us. 
KRi ght?" 


Wrong! Metaphors can never be real 
things. Your tragedy. 


"If we have a tragedy it is human,not 
sexual,but actually, 


I saw IT! IT! when we played basketball. 
Loose white shorts should be banned, or encouraged. 
Anyway, quite quite normal,” laughs she. "But of course 
you wanted THAT. Perhaps you should choose 


between being an exhibitionist or a writer. 
Speaking of both, please stop writing me poems, at 
least till you clean up your motives.” 


I continue to write love 
poems where there’s none, 
not the passion craved 
at any rate, 


and when we’re dead at last 
famous, the biographers’!1!I quote 
them to affirm the lust 


-ful cyclone whirling us in Tata! 
(or to Kansas) Just wait 


a fuckin minute! you’ll 
scream from the grave. 
In vain. 


What’s the difference? 
Even our friends kick 
our fretful tales around 
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romance and fantasy,and,not the least, 
wit and the humanness they know the more 
they sense. 


"No rationalizations, just stop. My lover 
is a woman." Hey! I feel the same way. 


And “Exhibitionist,” huh? Like in that lesbo- 
photography where they shove 


the cunt through the lens until it ends 
up darkening the final element? 


Pussy black-wingspread through 
sheer panties a- 
mong seriously unmade bed, 


dresser with gummy glass 
knobs In urin- 


ous light. “HERE! and laok 
widely suckah-male,’cause it 


aint for you, no-OQ-way, not 
even in your s-ICKEST dreams!” 


Okay, but watch out for The Emperor of Ice Cream: 
He’11 get yuh, SASS-ASS, regardless of where, 
or in-and-out-closet manifestos of HAIR. 


Yeah we’re all of us t- 
RASHY too, relishing sex 


shoved at the square world, playing 
Doctor against Institutions 
of Deceit, flaunting IT: 


"What’yuh think, huh? 
Huh? Moles of Sniveling?" 


They think no more or less as when they dream 
it’s all about The Emperor of Ice Cream. 


"Give me a break! So there are all kinds of lesbians. 
Be real! How about being a friend!” 


Frank B. Ford 


Friendship is fine 
but for love 


you must be willing 
to lie 


in my arms. 
" ..or aman. No,don’t be a man!" 


I have heard the mermaids fucking on the beach. 
I know that they’re increasingly not fucking me. 


"And is that another comment on my life? 

Besides being wretched T. S. Eliot preceded by insipid 
Wallace Stevens?” It is,1I tell her,your choice,and thus 
has come to pass. 


"Oh! so very warming to hear such vomitty middle-class 
tolerance,Frank!”™ The waste,!I went on,of a sweet little 
ass! 


I can understand love,but that love as a choice,no. 
There’s simply not enough 
there. 


“What would you know? You’re a real pig! You know 
that?" Yet sturdy and staunch I! stand 
while your dildo molds in your hand. Hey, 
one wild night with me,you’!1 give it to the 
Goodwill! 


Tax-exempt! donation. 


"Oh where and oh where have | heard all that before? 
On other nights,so-called,with other babies.” 


If you like them so much I’11 give you one. There’11 be 
no more human race, we leave you girls alone. 


"Swine, to repeat. 
Why not just continue beat- 
ing off?" That raging 
vibration out from you,or your machine? 


Though, swell idea. I mean of course the jerking off, 


what with all the AIDS--for whose victims I! have 
compassionate love,and nothing but. 
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Get off the actuarial table,Mabel. 
That mercy’s for the freres! 


"Sexist pig. Sexist swine. Women-hater like the rest. 
Hate won’t keep you from dying either. 
I truly truly think you hate your own sex too!” 


WHITEMALE Conspiracy! Zounds! | didn’t fuck the 
monkey,though. My alibi is sound. 


But that’s what all the spicks were sniffing 
out at Watergate. The smouldering gun 
among the filthy tricks! 


"A rooster drops a feather and it’s everybody’s fault!” 
Then one morning she says yes! 


"That’s a story. Grow up. Live in the Now. What we’re 
doing at this moment cannot be surpassed. That’s why 
we’re here, and doing this. Right now I don’t like you 
or the poem but life presents us to us. And that’s why 
life is wonderful. 


AND ONE MORNING SHE SAID YES! 
“That*s stilt a-stoery!" 


You’11 sleep with me someday,! whisper. "I 
might...when you listen, and if and when I love you. 
Right now I don’t hate you quite 


enough.,You’re being more intellect than passion. 
Think you’11] find that from most women, since 
you blab a good game--the college graduate,male, 
must spend a disproportionate amount 

of time with his own cock 
in his own learned hand--in my judgement. But I do do 
do do pity you so I will fuck you maintenant,Frank. 

NOT!" 


Another Diner of the Heart. 


Create me, or anyone, from allusions and your own 
heart’11 break. Literature misses life. 


gee 


Frank B. Ford 


I love women more in soft 
ways,not the daily 
grit. Like ascending 

Spring, those gusts 


of petals,ozone 
out of fiercest dirt 


French-kissing 
every cell. 


But they only work out 
in health clubs. 


"Why should we be expected to ’work out’--according to 
your infantile expectations? 


Hey! Do try being not so shy with your opinions. Each 
occasion that you score it’s for your Tribe 
of Wooden Dicks and Hearts. 


"Hardly,I needn’t score,for I don’t recognize 
the game. But anyway,I!’m not leaving till I’m 
guaranteed the last word in this stupid poem won’t 
ever be published! Neither you nor it 
can ever ever convice me!” 


Defining Hope 


Let your veins drink where 
other veins were let. 


Kneel on stones from whence 
blood was almost scoured. 


(All acts following this 
as useless.) 


Nearby,a petal down 
a stream...petals, 


showering 
onto a stream,a 
stream of petals. 
But,encore! Be my guest, Madama, s’il vous plait. 


But just the last etched words, 
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the clashed edges of those words of yours 
that kill! What,God help you, you are skillful at. 


"Then fuck all you motherfuckin mothercunt- 
lapping men,now and forever,Amen!” 


In Our Cold Stars 


An old car waits 
in the terrific sun. 


We turn away 
a moment 
to adjust 


our shapeless clothes 
and stand 

for it, the 

camera, 


dreaming and haste 
in our mouths. 


We want no part of it now, this ferocity 
of self. We have terror in our mouths. 


The wind blows stinging grit. 
Where is it from? 


We must find out. 


"We must find nothing out. Just be.” 
,»with- 


in your eyes, those 


Jittle moons 


miniscus, Oo 
Plum blossom 
shivering both 


"Oh just stop it!" 


(My next photographic occasion 1’11 just look 
into the camera with eyes aching for love 
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asking for love no matter what, 
Fuld Frontal Humanity 


The way everybody does 
who has died long enough 
to despise and forgive. 


It’s raining now, puffs of fog. Cold. 


What is a dream of rain? 
Does it uncover shape? 
Can pain 


define the place 
that’s cut? 


Can we see 
what we repeat? 


Why is it always too late? 
Can the rain learn? Absurd. It 


only washes and chills. What becomes 
the dream as rain 


drums into your exhaling judgement? 
When you shiver in your human breath 
wondering what you’ve done again? 


But as rain freshens thus 
it dreams us. 


“Yeah, of course." 
Stars 


churning 
wry flowers,rain- 


drops scatter 
the eye 


happens. 


"Go ahead then, Frank! You WILL have 
the last word anyway!” 


But as rain freshens thus 
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it dreams us. 
And since all of this is dedicated to you then 
Night and Morning 
For her young anger,envision 
a flat,salt place where everning’s 


the black start of rain. 


She bikes towards the lighthouse there 
in a winged fury 


of hair she’ll unburden 
wildly striking him 


all breath 
and eyes 
beneath the swing 
Of Light. 


Mud slashing her legs she wheels 
back, shattering pud- 
dles of tinted clouds,owning 


hearts of peace 
and hate and fear and wonder- 


ing them to woman. 
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Equal Time 


Take five 


for cranky love, 
the kind 


best said by 
Look! 
Just where's 


my goddamn...? 


(Tell you where 
I'd like it, 
Ducks. ) 


Or when I THINK I could have 
married x,y,Z,;0 intonation's 
all the range of 
these outrageous 


marriages 


wherein, again, it 
never fails, never, 


twenty miles from home and YOU 


forget...just..- 
so we all forget, 
and when that 


grim's set right, 


won't be candy coke or star 
but a something nearer 


where you are. 


Miami Beach’ 


To pimpled Honeys 
and Honeymooners 
you're FABULOUS, 


ULTIMATE Atlantic City, 
Wildwood of INFINITY, 
Pile higher. 


To me, ice cream aside, 
you're best as a 
dilated daisy 

in Capri 

pants 


selling swamp lots 
to couples married 
to gas and hearing 
aids and hemorrhoids. 


Then there's newsboys 
outside of Wolfy's, 
over twenty one and 
seéing things not read 


concerning hoods 
who hate orange 
juice 

or ladies 
who'll dance 


for cash- 

bowed fiddlers. Miami 

Beach you ABSOLUTELY 

are the FABULOUS 
FLORESCENT 


Bronx. 


‘Amsterdam Boat Tour 


ae ye alae As our blonde 
ea ne droned past 
Peat He i pooling dusks 


a drunk 
tried her’ once 
too often 


too quick 
for undulant 
shipboard life. 


She glanced off 
base entreaty 
to point up 


history, 
The Ann Frank House. 


And what remains hl 
goes by as i. ri, 
light goes Ff as 


by the hushing. 
place all ruined 
rooms. Our pale 


guide winds shut Thee 
till just EU 
evi her hair Sea 


describes Ba SAN, 

Be our sailing Ly 

Peet 64 Pate | ie pete) 
through 

mT darks 

mou darkest 


Sailet atithedrs ito 
oe touch meget 


when breath — 
confirms | | 

| 
us tht 
alone 


we must. 
forgive. 


f 


Distance 


My son's first boat 
goes at the sea, at 
‘the sky=-all blood= _— 

orange the light 


_which pulls me 
to join h 
—Itte too la la 
<)* Can he ag | vpcity tee. e ipl 

i] " e 

dc 2 Iracim hight 

Seo 
—t— unk 


: 


Equal Time 


Take five 


for cranky love, 
the kind 


best said by 
Look! 
Just where's 


my goddamn...? 


(Tell you where 
I'd like it, 
Ducks. ) 


or when I THINK I could have 
married x,y,Z,0 intonation's 
all the range of 
these outrageous 


marriages 


wherein, again, it 
never fails, never, 


twenty miles from home and YOU 


forget..-just..- 
so we all forget, 
and when that 


grim's set right, 


won't be candy coke or star 
but a something nearer 


where you are. 


Equal Time 


Pause a bit 
pe Hag sn « din v6 0 = Shin 
mod age 

for cranky love, 


kind best said by Look! 

just where's my god- 
damm...? (Tell you 

where I'd like it, Love.) 


When I think I could have 
married..»«(Intonation's 

all the range in these 
outrageous marriages.) 


Me Never fails, 
Fee twenty miles from home 
and you forget. 


You forget we all forget 
and when that grim's 
set right 
won't be candy-cute 
and coke and star 


bse put a something tensile 
in as the fight before, 


close to what you are. 


The Priest and Shrink On the Long Par 3 


Things through grills 
are breathed to these; 


the caddies bear 
the leather bags. 


The doctor slices, 
the father prays 


it into the trap. His 
own 4=wood, topped, rolls 


on and on and up 
upon the apron 


of the green. Deux 
£x machina. God 


from a machine, 
Since they're bound to 


measure who'g away, is 
citing and PENS like pros, 


what you say 
we hit through? 


Miami Beach’ 


To pimpled Honeys 
and Honeymooners 
you're FABULOUS, 


ULTIMATE Atlantic City, 
Wildwood of INFINITY, 
_ Pile higher. 


To me, ice cream aside, 
you're best as a 
dilated daisy 

in Capri 

pants 


selling swamp lots 
to couples married 
to gas and hearing 
aids and hemorrhoids. 


Then there's newsboys 
outside of Wolfy's, 
over twenty one and 
seéing things not read 


concerning hoods 
who hate orange 
juice 

or ladies 
who'll dance 


for cash- 

bowed fiddlers. Miami 

Beach you ABSOLUTELY 

are the FABULOUS 
FLORESCENT 


Bronx. 


of 


The Rest Is Solace 


To be a woman, 
bulge out everywhere, 

know exploding birth, 
take hours on hair. 


To be a man 
and more than hard. Won't + 


let them, can't let... aA /\ 
Wondering at — "7" 
the Go Go as she blurs. 
To be a child 
falling slow asleep all soft 


to snap up wise, more 
vulnerable, 


To be old 
and snuggle to the sun, 


know 
in all that warmth 
“how rt 


Daytonna Beach 


Buddah is fat 

Mohammed is horny 
Christ is a sissy 
Rabbis are corny 


Hindus must starve 


as their minds stretch — 


and blow 


And Hippies go 
twitchy 
to Lexington wards. 


Ah so? Love let's 
be true to this 
ongoing Screw, 


Smothering 
acid-head, 
pulpit stink too. 


aetellpi 


ZO 


Venus Apartments in Izmir 


Here I rise 4 
“pot she> 


Sd 
to type 
before the heat, 


Av ‘enone Bfper th ingg) 


\ 
} 


A 


poorao 
to this 
| full age 
my window 
Be throug 


beercans,/ other 


P. X. 
Seen 


ur maid sails each noon : 
in parabola jon solid blue / 


to wreaths of orange peels 
upon the bluer 

Days rbage, though, 
won't’ do Love in. 

She'll. just 


‘through all her streaming 
~_2&woman's grin. 


Myself Another 


I move and fit the — air 
Vv teklt 


aay ants 1 it eobeatends Adee 
4 
whipped up 


by spiral winds which send a dust 


suffused by sunset 
the vanishing point 


vanishes 


inside a shear 
I, turning, hear 
a kind of doppler 


see in a prism darkly brought close 


Ayinh 
my K aCge) 
“dying as the wind drops 
and purple dust 


snakes off 


a helicopter 


black on a massively setting sun. 


-Frank B. Ford 


A Moment's Place 


You can't sense 
my face 
behind the glass. 
though others will 


refer to a perspective 


‘bf years hence 


>> from ut their own, 


SS, 


- a e. I wouldn't 


presume. 
You, crying, bent 

on cutting a blue diagonal 

through the darkened 


snow of a vacant lot. 


Se 
( * a 
In my attic window OS 
I am your sorrow's “6 
mee . fy \ 
vector (then/ you've — AY 6, 
ee ae v ms 
likely moved/to other ends J 


its field st 


as aaa moves AK b 0) 1) 
| 


and time. Py U 


Frank B. Ford 
741 South Franklin Street 
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Options 


Who takes 
contends; 


who asks 
loses. 


Who keeps 
distance 


increases 
ite 


[0 


A Man For All and All 


He gulped when 

evoking. We 

sympathized : 

it was a heavy 

past to bear 

but then he bellowed 

NOW! banged on 

to something's bound to 
happen GREAT! We : 
thanked him for everything. 


- Snow ps . 
Sitti 3 
Tuset to hood 


‘things turned are fired to glaze, 
caught — age 
there ae ae 


a eresad : 

drunk wrecks the shop, must t be 
dealt with, giv- 

en booze = meat 


to keep 

his. unkempt soul till snow 
confides” once 
More outside the 


ee 1k ht. 


-Frank B. Ford 


‘Literary Arts Journal, Spring '78 


Frank B. Ford 
{41 South Franklin Street 
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Art Is An Inner Motion 


And to be in love with it 
must lead you to disown 
the way it has to start 


and when it tugs you counter 
to your will you'll 

worry. Yét soon the dance 
preempts the densest 

logic, and happily enough. 


Delight will come 
when you move through 
the life too quick 
for mere inertia 
quite long after 


the tree or grass of woman 
stops. 


Frank B. Ford 
741 South Franklin Street 
West Chester, PA 19380 


Y7 


POSTER ART 


BLACK POWER 
WHITE POWER 
GET A GUN 


ARISE! !!!!¢ 


A MOUND OF VENUS 
FOR EVERY PENIS 


% 


A STRANGLED CHICKEN IN EVERY POT 


Little birds have big mouths always 
though their shaking 
of the air makes 


BIG BIRDS BROOD 


} =e S 


rank B. Ford 


Fi hie. ee 
741 South Franklin Street Coes * 


West Chester, PA 19380 


Capital Style 


So full of such 
forgetting what 
a precious thing we were 


a Beacon to the oppressed, 
a Model to the so on 
and so forth 


right men turn on 
invitingly. 


You'll not spend 
my son's blood 
for money. 


Point, 1 


When they undressed — 

for to have invested 

all these many years he mused 

on how despite the creams she used 
her skin was nearly fair; 

she felt her shuddering 

he noted in the mirror, 

that knowing is 

death. 


Point,2 


And then 

taking off 

her face 

she caught his 
in the mirror 
over her shoulder 
he saw her 

find then. 


Equal Time 


Pause a bit 
in this 
mod age 
for cranky love, 


kind best said by Look! 

just where's my god- 
damy...? (Tell you 

where I'd like it, Love.) 


When I think I could have 
married.»+(Intonation's 

all the range in these 
outrageous marriages.) 


Never fails, 
twenty miles from home 
and you forget. 


You forget we all forget 
and when that grim's 
set right. 
won't be candy-cute 
and coke and star 


but a something tensile 
as the fight before, 


close to what you are. 


Frank B. Ford 
741 South Franklin Street 
__ West Chester, PA 19380 


Port of..Pusan » 


It stunk miles oute 
We sealed ourselves 
in chess. My 

friend in all his 


innocence made 
cloudy moves, 


announced 
for the agnostics. 


May may not be God 
not worth trouble 

is it mate? It was 
so we tore into pop~ 
sickles. Got 


there gagging 

at the flat people. 
War's one dimension 
to most, like one~ 


legged boy who begged 
cigarettes. Fuck off! 
our sergeant requested. 


And the greatest of these 
48 Luckies. I knew that then 
when I tossed them. 
Right to black market! 
Let it I spat. Let 
trim get rich enough to cut 
off legs. 


Yeah rich as God 
my mate pronounced. 


We found it a hard faith 
to lose. 


~ - 
eee 
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Song 


Lies cut finer than love-- 
deceit's a tool worth 
honing. ; 


‘Ingratitude's 
holy, 
why owe? 


Unfaithful dives 
deeper than 
true. 


Know fire 
not dew 
for 


Beauty, 
being all a 
"nh ail 


Requires 
some 
diddling. 


O Co 


Frank B. Ford 
741 South Franklin a 


West Chester, PA 19380 _ 


Boys and Girls Together 


The Natural enjoys 
all moments. And thus 


in our kids’ band 
when Mr. Donches 
asked him to try the 
second part, Moe waved 


the battered thing. 

This here's a first 
trombone! We laughed, 
knowing what we knew then. 


He liked the attention. 
Many times we watched him 
drool along his paper route. 


Hey Moe! How's that first trombone?. 


He never got older; we got married 
and fought through 
hanging wallpaper as he appeared 


to collect, gaping at flowers 
and windmills. You wonder 
if he knew what he missed. 


We don't have time 

to miss anything. Divorce has 
struck off some tootling 

kids, and one of our dudes--sax=-— 


bought it in a Trenton hall, 
folding on the syringe. 


I see the needle, 
its grace. 


YQ 


Frank B. F 
Ls South Franklin 


Round 


Faith believes 
in nothing, 


Hope waits 
a day, 


Charity 
gives it 
half away. 


Consider 
the old man, 
ill, gave me 


Flowers. Stay 
far from him 
he's 


Queer. I hid 
till the cops 
swung in. 


Well 
he got what 
he got and 


We get 
what we get, 
and all because... 


$0 
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Nature of a Joke 


Poe poked 
around, 
got hooked. 


a How it 
goes with 
wise guys== 


they twist 
till they're 
upt ight - 


Frank B. Ford 
741 South Franklin Street 
West Chester, PA 19380 


Here and There 


There's 
a song 
round you,its 


thrum 
our Ancients 
stirred to, 


steals 
us through 

a Druid 

eye past 


shapes 
of solar 
fields. 


= 


With their four fine knockers and their snarl 

of a shag ball dog it's lusty stuff from Breughel: 
Kick the beast and d hing like a rube distended, 
mime the yéppy way be rolls, chase the wenches 


till they shriek to start. And then...ah 


“Phen of course the dog had run at my car, 


girls caught up inside the jiggling mirror. 


You must do something here. You must. 


vn 


Apostrophe 


Atlantic City 
you're a stale-snoring 
whore in a smothered room 
where pinpricks through green 
shades proclaim a new 
bright-salty day. 


She awakes! Kicks out 

Indiana accountant. Skidoo 
bad boy conventioneer who'll 
talk the night for years 

in the vast bowling alleys 
of masculinity and Indianapolis. 


Possessed of lesser sins 
she'll soon forget (this 

night really) him, but he'll seethe 
on, hot Hoosier, 


feel bad at anniversaries, 
Broken grin accepting toasts, 
plump trust at his side, he'll keep © 
his peace to the last 
resort. 


AND, 


Budget | 


Pac Man is icily invoked 
by quarters in the sealed arcade. 
My mind reprises tunes that wheezed 


the horses round ago, those 


ce carte ener a amen cetacean meant tn SF Sepa a et a eae nema 


grinning gauds who plunge and rise 
through low-tide gas and reedy 
memory. And ah those smells! 


As raunchy as the nickel whores 

who "danced" from frame to frame with- 
in the hot machines, wav- 

ing their lascivious heat to heat 
flinging off the merry- 


go-round. My mind's eye blazed 


for small coins then 
the electrons poke around 
in colors of their own, 


sudden and unreal. 


The Truth Definite 


~1¥ will not set you free, 
fibbling, the last bead 


Budget 


Pac Man is icily invoked 
by quarters in the sealed arcade. 
My mind reprises tunes that wheezed 


_ the horses round ago, those 


grinning gauds who plunge and rise 
through low-tide gas and reedy 
memory. And ah those smells! 


As raunchy as the nickel whores 

who "danced" from frame to frame with- 
in the hot machines, wav- 

ing their lascivious heat to heat 
flinging off the merry- | 


go-round. My mind's eye blazed 


for small coins then 
the electrons poke around 
in colors of their own, 


sudden and unreal. 


fo etn stay oh nl enenaN CNN ON ARNE. mee CNL a ee te 
ee At age sD 


ay ae 
Se fae 1"F 
tar 


The Terrorist 


I 
wait as 
have others. 


You 
strike 
at your wish 


or may not 
I know 


your demands 
and have al- 
ways. 


whee Alpe ede teeth 


Budget 


Pac Man is icily invoked 
by quarters in the sealed arcade. 
My mind reprises tunes that wheezed 


the horses round ago, those 


grinning gauds who plunge and rise 
through low-tide gas and reedy 
memory. And ah those smells! 


As raunchy as the nickel whores 

who "danced" from frame to frame with- 
in the hot machines, wav-— 

ing their lascivious heat to heat 
flinging off the merry- 


go-round. My mind's eye blazed 


for small coins then 
the electrons poke around 
in colors of their own, 


sudden and unreal. 


The Truth Definite 


“19 will not set you free, 
dribbling, the last bead 


graduated Cornell 6 
. wentonto | 
Ph (got married) Ds : 


i 


The Terrorist 


I 
wait as 
have others. 


You 
strike 
at your wish 


or may not 
I know 


your demands 
and have al- 


ways. 


3 


july 27, 1953 -- Treaty at Panmunjohn, Korea 
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in darkening bronze three men sit at a white table. Above a white unbrella 
floats. In the middle of he table...what seems to be an antique-gold pyramid. 
The three, outlined in bronze grains of trembling light, are laughing in 
a jazzy, synchopated way. What happens to laughter at such a time when 
purples insinuate sodty golds and deer watch from the mouth of a far wood? 

Yeah. Right. Korea. Land of the Morning Calm. And afternoon. 
Evening too--oh yeah! At least after the war when alls you could do is sit 
around and fart for entertainment. Not like my first tour there when we 
got our assholes reamed from the Yalu River to sweet-smelling Pusan. 
But I was infantry then, gentlemen, a soldier! Not yet among you 4F 
commandos of the re Corps, fucking up all manner of weapons and jeeps. 
That happened in aa +08 one they sent a killer to repair binoculars! 
What a waste! 

The speaker adds a beercan to the Flickering pyramid of beercans 
in the center of the white table, 

Well hell now! You two old sergeants liked the smell of Pusan. Rembnded 
you of your Rebel homes. 

The two other men chuckle, make waving toasts in the Geepening light, 
these gestures telling him to go on. 

They use shit for fertilizer there, as you two grizzlies know I'm sure. 
Effectively. Got stuck out one night on maneuvers. , carved out a squash 
and slept in it. 

So it's bad! No otber drunk is Saying anything. Hey I'm playing— 
but I'm heading to a stovy that's deadly fuckin serious. But don't 
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sweat it cause it never happened. Well it did but it didn't. Allg you have 
to know in this world is what didn't happen. 

Anyways what did happen, believe it our not, is that the war ended 
just about when I eased into my second tour there. Why they sent me: 

Knd the war! Yes Sir! Right away Sir! 

Well you're wrong cause I'm half serious, cause you and me and all the 
other sergeants run the fuckin army--which is convicniently forgotten in 
peace time. ieee too. Oh what am I talking about? Preaching to 
the converted. Christ Almighty worse than a crying drunk or something. 

Let me fish another brew out here. 

He pushes aside a hunk of black, bobbing ice to get a dripping can. 
Pops the tab and the tiny spray picks up flecks of purple light. 

The umbrella, kargly seen, hangs above. 

So we all know it's true, goddamn straight true: The old sergeant 
is basic! Basin! 

You know something? Besides this being a mighty small pyramid for 
a trio of professional drinkers like us? You know, kids said I could never 
ask the basic questions. Most lately about Vietnam naturally. Nam! 

Here's my toast to the most fucked up war in this nation's lifetime. 
Besides ruining the country and all that shit it ruined my life too. 
Busted up my marriage, lost me a son up in Canada. . Can ie imagine? 
Fuckin Canada? You don't have to tell me about family. You don't 
have to tell me about country. 

The other son he went to Nam and now he hates me for it, like I 
engineered the whole war or something. Aint that some shit? They 
spit on him when he got back. In San Francisco airport they spit 


on him. Welcome to the world of soldiering. My country right or wrong! 


And who gives a:shit? 


Places 


How do you get 
to a certain place 
& stay in that place 
when it's true 


& not true about 
other places? 

& true and not about yours too 
so it makes 


no difference 
& never did 
& all the times you felt 


drained by moonlight 
the same moon shone on 


another nothing. 


Knowing now 
leaves you dead. 
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Shy 


the shy experience daily pain 
those moments so benign to others 
are really Being 
forced to Crisis 


and even knowing that this too shall pass 
they do eventually wear thin, 
then breathe a bit 
before they breathe their last 


Amen 
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Mineral Baths--Bursa, Turkey 


Steam lifts 
to the rotunda,its 
art of running arabesques 
round windows thick and old, 
aswarm with aurioles. 


Down here the men soon draw 
apart,spurning visionary air 
for modesty. The wives 

within their separate rooms 


play fast and loose 
with luminosity, 


stream in flesh 
inseparable 
from light. 


Paradise may be a place 
we never know 


where things leave off. 
I know a mo- 
ment swims in 


sight,those misted baths in Bursa 


where Woman flows 
as light. 


Oe pats RE: Big ine Tab ak ae eh ok ae 


Voyaging 


My son's gift to me, 

a picture of his boat 
starting to go at the sea, 
at the sky all blood- 


orange,this bristling glow 
that pulls my breathing out with it 
as water rolls 


the boat beyond the slip, 
to leave me every instant 


further from his sight, 


a blurring wave inside 
the swarming light. 
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Night At Stonehenge 


comes a song 
round you,its 
thrum 


takes us 
in a Druid Eye 
we plunge 


at solar carnival 
our bodies light. 


-~50- 


Design 


We thought of it 
as vast and busy 
so began 


subtracting till 
we had it 
irreducibly intimate. 


But where would one 
less move whip 
the liquid core? To a 


no-return,the too a- 
brupt, the seized, 
spun-brittle? 


A sort of sand. 
The risk of losing everything 
is everything 


worthy 
of lovers 


as we must love 
those bartering behind 
for love is a form 


of suicide. 
They start in wariness. 
We weary, 
learning 


to lighten up 
so that with luck 
there will be grace 


inside our dance. 
They move naturally 


in order 
to betray. 


What they brightly steal 


will never finish well for us. 


We become the clowns of spite 
to poison what is passing. 
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The Chance 


FEW TIMES I CAN AFFORD DELTA I WATCH 

PARTS OF MY FATHER'S DYING IN HOLLYWOOD 
FLORIDA CAUSE. BIG C GOT HIM OH YEAH 

NO APPEAL & HE ASKS ME TO FIX UP THE DART 

GET IT INSPECTED YOU KNOW SO HE CAN DRIVE 
WHEN HE KNEW HE NEVER WOULD & THEN 

THE MECHANIC TELLING ME THE ONE EDGEY 
THING. WASN'T SURE BRAKES'D PASS. 


YOU DRIVE AROUND IN THERE & THEY TEST THINGS 
TELL YOU SOMETHING TO DO & THEY READ A DIAL 
BUT STAY AWAKE & WHEN THEY SAY BRAKES 

REALLY HIT EM! SOMETIMES IF YOU... 


& I'M STANDING OUT IN BACK THERE WHILE 
HE AIMS THE HEADLIGHTS 
AT A CHART INSIDE & I'M WATCHING 
HIS BODY MAN HAMMER SUN 


INTO BLOTCHES OF OIL IT LOOKED 
A WHOLE AWFUL JUMBLE 
OF DUSTY WEEDS & JUNK 


PARTS SHAKING ON THE HEAT 
& THERE'S NO WAY 
& NEVER COULD BE ANY 
WAY TO TELL YOU GREG HOW GLORIOUSLY 
I STOMPED ON THE FUCKERS! 
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Human Geology 


A wall makes a crack 
of surprises 
when the threatened 
war arrives. 


Causes, that is 
what the family did in 
common quarrels or omissions 


all, all forgotten 
while mortar sifts 
over corpses, rubble 


nudges others through 
the inequality of circumstance 
we survive 


to build 
another wall, 
each brick 
an argument. 
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“on SERRE 


Nuit Blanche 
What is it 
Love in you 
Won't sleep? 


Still false 
Night thins the dark 


Trees and drifts 
Where fields grow 


Light. Of a 
White hush will you float till 


Sky is rose. 
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The Matter With Us 


It is cold 
we have made 
once more 


narrowing 
the blaze to this 
still point 


to turn and 
to ponder 
dispassionately 


concentrating 
grains of fire-sung ice 


keen as the 


much folded tip 
of a Japanese sword. 
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The Plan 


We go our separate ways 
to separate our ways 
to go our ways separate 
to separate our going 
to ways of separate 
ways of going separate 
we go our separate ways 
of going separate 
to our separate ways 
of separate going 
to our ways separate 
we go 
we separate 
we go separate 
to separate to go our separate ways. 
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Distinction 


They blur together, 
and I'm sorry that they do. 


I did for them once too 
I know. It's how 
pain dropped in 


discrete at first and now 
it won't leave. 


a <A .ae 


Obligation 


You went in off: 
why they went in in 
bright turn,knives 


stringing light 

and you hmmmmd 
through the various masks 
confirmed a good boy 


sewed up back 
go you at wife kids 
dog and conical trees, 
dinged and rusted Cavalier, 


whatever ruckus and grace is 

baptised as your "estate" (Once- 
morbid math being the wholly designated 

course now.) These few months catch 


you staring and smearing the sun- 
light. Hey say I, squanderer! 
Fuck you! The life you're losing 
is your own. Rare enough don't you 
feel? Your last right too 
when you think about it the 


communion of flowers 
and birds and rocks and dirt 
needs you free of life in order 


to jazz up their equitable job. 
Your death's a thank you note to God 
so begin 
composing. 
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In Our Cold Stars 


An old car waits 
in the terrific sun. 


We turn away 
a moment 
to adjust 


our shapeless clothes 
and stand 
for it,the 
camera, 


dreaming and haste 
in our mouths. 


We want no part of it now, this ferocity 
of self. We have terror in our mouths. 


The wind blows stinging grit. 
Where is it from? 
We must find out. 


It is not history. 
It is not photographs. 
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The Peach Boy 


I bring my GI Orient and Paul, 4, 
his dubbed cartoon of Saturday morn- 
ing monsters in outer space yet 
he hasn't much to lose as I 

exclude Sigmund's and Karl's 
inner space hardware store cause 


the play opens with the father 
discovering a great peach in a stream 
and once home the old couple find 
a baby inside as samisens bridge my life 


in sound to a small dim room of a 
Tokyo club where a guy picks a tune from this 
white baby grand and I'm in raw company 
alone then,with my girl better and worse 
I'm tearing at a steak and throwing back Nip- 
pon beer. Cocksure,but she's hushing me now, 


because the guy's a top composer. The pale 
lid floats on his Smoky progressions 
in my sliding mind the Peach Boy has grown 
up,is searching the audience when from his 
peach silk light widens over Paul 
beautifully glow meets glow. Where's the 
dragon asks Paul just so we're all peach 
children,grand babies born to save 
the world,rope the ogres round, 


as now the Peach Boy's finally up to 

on stage the witth knifing in she's run through 
for her trouble. It had to be 

to move us past appetite to 


a place 
where a far dark house and tree 
press the moon and clouds between. 
Water spreads to us from there. 
In the muted air 
and soft lit spill 
are all of my selves still 
with yours. We name all we see 
and think eternally, 

a lake. 
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What I See Is 


enough 
of grace. The usual 


days blur. 
We net the light 


becoming 
us. 
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When 


you say 
it's close in here 
I pose 


the atmosphere 


like a lover worn 
, against a burnt-out day 
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There Is A Time 


I turned my head. 
You deepened. I'm 


ready I said 
next,addressing the light 
where you had been 
weeping soft- 


ly. Out among the leaves 
and the death and the cold 
this memory still 

of your bright hair. 


I turn from loss, 


from a window's frost 
like a breath of gold. 
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Clothesline Visitation 


She releases 
sheets to wind. 


They snap 
brilliances 


rowing the swollen green 
earth at 
Him,a nave 


radiating blacks a- 


gainst blinding, 
bellying waves. 
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Stream 


our part 
in stopping 
forever 


fails,I place 
the boat mid- 


spring past 
a wave 
of light 


blossoms 
by your glistening 


wrist always 
desire 


trails it back,the mind 


listening, 
listening 
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Prayer 


Rarth wave 
what rushing shelves of fire? 
The sky wave's spill across the glass- 
y form of air, suns 
of flowers on green-great clouds and wave 
of water, thrust wind-shapes, white swirl and swirl- 
ing breath inside me all salt, star-bits, lift to love. 


At Sounion 


of a morning woven across stone 
I bump camera then smock. 
We share a mist 


wherein I must refuse, not 
wanting dreamy photographs: my- 
self and nothing. Stavros, 


he of yellow smock,is ticked, 
it rises as a litany 


to an imagined sun. 
I jab along the slippery rocks 
for cooler idioms, 


finally to divine 
lovers (Byron's one) 
who have scratched their hearts to ruins. 


Spooners weave through our academies 
shunning all the moves to set 


their dreaming steps to music 
more appropriate. 


Or so I later feel with ouzo 
at the shivering cafe 
before sun fairly rockets through 


and temple can assert in flame, 
informing wave on wave of rain 
the wisdom of arrangment past 
this opalescent glass. 
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Directing the Scene 


This night river breaks 
the grasses. 


I touch air enough to hear 
children in the fragrances, 


in the river-wind 

woods. Holding seige 

their voices fire against 
the trees. 


The children become a music. 
The river is a dark music. 


I thrust my hand in it 
it bends 


everything 
together. 
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News @ 6 


Murder after dinner 


swirls into coffee, 


good till the last 
dregs: she's strangled 
by her bra and with 


excrement smeared. 


Kilroy's here and there, 
making All America still 
molesting sex, 


grabbing medals & report cards, 


whacking off each moment 
when they stop the avalanche 


to spot the agony. 


Electronic hearsay 
moves him strangely. 


Us not at all. 


The TV runs on 
blood 


I just run. 


Running to Light 


the river and the snow 
are taken by their shadows 


becoming darkness 
with a sound 


searching light: 
finding the moon 
it thrashes it to ribbons. 


Rewound at an eddy then 


revolving whole and 
cold. 
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Round 


What is round is not a river yet 
the sun is pouring forth 
its rivers of light 


and round the sun light- 
rivers course and heat 
itself is round 


it's found 


all's round, 
each line. 
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Dusk, Izmir 


and we are of a darkening 
gold our clothing in- 
digo. Such a fire in 


sky and bay afloat 
where ferry hoves 
to sable, 


a toy,its lights 
pinpoint our eyes. 
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The Grove 


Those leaning pines with sparse and floating branches, 
the sea behind thinned here and there by light: 
A Japanese print before I'd seen one. 


Does the scene exist before the artist makes it so? 
He makes another and he makes it too. 
As I do once again listening to music. 


I don't think such nonsense at 20 at that sea-brushed 
Imperial Navy Hotel as then the giggling maids clean up 
after Americans. I know they giggle more at us 
than they ever did at them,the cultural differences-— 
the way we laugh at signs like NOT TO BE SAFETY OF SWIMM. 


I can't put Galway out of that young place 
woven like the fragrances from sand and pine 
through notes running from my record here,his 
flute clean-cut along the trees and sea and funny signs. 


Weaving in and out of time. 
Folk melodies from turn-of-century Japan he plays 
and I sense that scattered grove a century before 
hotels and such,a farmer hums a tune from his own life 
and that is history. 


The wind in from the sea is not benign. 
But one day it is again and the painter 
sets his easel up. He has had his coffee 
and needs nothing 
more today than the trying to make art 
the way and not the way the wind is music 
the way and not the way the light informs. 


Whatever we find out there is there for us and despite us 
and despite the heartbreak years. 


Tell the composer at Auschwitz,the dancer at Hiroshima, 
all your fine ideas. 
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j " *Nuit Blanche 


What is it 
Love in you 
Won't sleep? 


Still false 
Night thins the dark 


Trees and drifts 
‘ Where fields grow 


of a 
ite@ hush will you float 


bp 


Of National Concern 


Someone must speak to them, the 
scholar's obligation is to ad-— 
dress phenomena regardless. 

Thus and so they stare at any 

rate when not being hugged by 

their possessors and share an 
organized tension of goodness be- 
reft of wit. Dead to suggestion 
they watch a lot of TV. on their 
level. Statistically, 90% 

produced in any given year con— 
form. A minority displace the air -:: 
for atmospheré,: give inneundo: shape. 


Lapsed 


What I'd like now most 
would be not to be 
alive o not dead 
-since that'd involve 
funeral expense 

but off 

in some oblivion 
besides 

and not junk 

or booze 

induced 


or some 


Eastern 
Gangbang 

w/ incense 

sive I'ma 

God help me 
Western 

Catholic 
Calvinist. 

O well. fuck-you 
who at this point 
wants conclusion 
or resolution 
cause life 

aint 


freshman composition. 


Given the World 


You were my Legs 
Diamond 

I 
your Machine Gun 


Kelly furiously Capone 
till you spread an 


overcoat to revelations of 
musky hams, whop- 
Ping provolones. Wanted 


to scrape that mold in 
curls but caught myself 

outside the Biograph. 
Should've been Bonny and Clyde ripping ass 


ends from roadsters 


at firehail 
packing it in. 
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Coastal Graveyard in Branford, Connecticut 


The frugal spaces 
as if Yankees embraced 
the dirt down un- 
to them. Above, 


salt-scoured markers rippling in 
exhaust from DATSUN & MCDONALDS. 
(We must seem to ripple too 

inside the supermarket's window. ) 


A stone shakes 
at the end of vision. 


OFF THE COAST OF BRAZIL 

we had earlier browsed. 

The girl scans barcodes 
off our frozen food. 


Where water is the jungle, 
bronze and green, shrieking 
birds of teal-streaked apricot 
throng massive heat, drop hushed in 
ribbons past the dripping palms, 


through swollen calm, 

thence shadowing a dusk- 

smoked wave which slides, 
an amorist's shoulder. 
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Playing With the Deuce 
Sally knows it 
centered in 
the edgeless 


light 
could be 


the edge. 
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Lapsed 


What I'd like now most 
would be not to be 
alive o not dead 
since that'd involve 
funeral expense 

but off 

in some oblivion 
besides rae 

and not junk 

or booze 

induced 

_ Or some 

Eastern 

Gangbang 

w/ incense. 

sice I'ma 

God help me 

Western 

Catholic 

Calvinist. 

0 well fuck you 

who at this-point 
wants conclusion 

or resolution 

cause life 

aint 

freshman composition. 


Budget 


Pac Man is icily invoked 
by quarters in the sealed arcade. 
My mind reprises tunes that wheezed 


the horses round ago, those 


grinning gauds who plunge and rise 
through low-tide gas and reedy 
memory. And ah those smells! 


As raunchy as the nickel whores 

who "danced" from frame to frame with- 
in the hot machines, wav- 

ing their lascivious heat to heat 
flinging off the merry- 


go-round. My mind's eye blazed 


for small coins then 
the electrons poke around 
in colors of their own, 


sudden and unreal. 


ee enti 


Blue Collar With Degrees 


Hey! I'm happy living in this RICH 
sonofabitch of a country where 
we talk and talk and it doesn't mean SHIT. 


Not like these philosophical heat SUMpS 
where you're always hungry and the 

bugs saw away at the GUTS 

you got left and the 


Brahmins JERKOFF on you by telling 
you hon raw they had it in a 
former life. I say FUCK 

all befores and hereafters 


and their representatives. Grab 
SOMEthing! Cause here the greedy PRICKS 
don't NEED reasons, 


Brightening Glance 


One becomes gold 
in the smoke ron 
on row of the other 


trees with dark, 
hazey arms bonding hills 
beyond. Sky,soot tracings 


Plus gray,then back 
through yellow 
and smoke and black 


at bricks piled 
to a dim windowsill. Me 
with my gold gaze 
leaving. 


Playing With the Deuce 
Centered in 
the edgeless 


Light 
could be 


the edge. 


oy ae 


Boys and Girls Together 


The Natural enjoys 
all moments. And thus 


in our kids’ band 
when: Mr. Donches 
asked him to try the 
second part, Moe waved 


the battered thing. 

This here's a first 
trombone! We laughed, 
knowing what we knew then. 


He liked the attention. 
“Many times we watched him 
drool along his paper route. 


Hey Moe! How's that first trombone? 
He never got older; we got married 
and fought through 

hanging wallpaper as he appeared 


to collect, gaping at flowers 
and windmills. You wonder 
if he knew what he missed. 


We don't have time 

to miss anything. Divorce has 
struck off some tootling 

kids, and one of our dudes-—-sax-— 


bought it in a Trenton hall, 
folding on the syringe. 


I see the needle, 
its grace. 


Carcinogenic Blues 


In my mother's womb 
I married death 
they say 
particles sped by 


air got her 

& are getting me, 
benign, overweight I 

am being 


roundly poisoned, my 

very language too 

engorged with the burlesque 
patter of propositions 


to any & all 
survivors. I had thought 
to play it out 


fitfully, a last speech 
flaunting fine things. 


Wrong on all counts & move right 
along says the chemical cop. 
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carcinogenic Blues 


In my mother's womb 

I married death 
they say 
particles sped by 


air got her 

& are getting me, 
benign, overweight I 

am being 


roundly poisoned, my 

very language too 

engorged with the burlesque 
patter of propositions 


to any & all 
survivors. I had thought 
to play it out 


fitfully, a last speech 
flaunting fine things. 


Wrong on all counts & move right 
along says the chemical cop. 


-20- 


Carcinogenic Blues 


In my mother's womb 
I married death 
they say 
particles sped by 


air got her 

& are getting me, 
benign, overweight I 

am being 


roundly poisoned, my 

very language too 

engorged with the burlesque 
patter of propositions 


to any & all 
survivors. I had thought 
to play it out 


fitfully, a last speech 
flaunting fine things. 


Wrong on all counts & move right 
along says the chemical cop. 
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carcinogenic Blues 


In my mother's womb 
I married death 
they say 
particles sped by 


air got her 

& are getting me, 
benign, overweight I 

am being 


roundly poisoned, my 

very language too 

engorged with the burlesque 
patter of propositions 


to any & all 
survivors. I had thought 
to play it out 


fitfully, a last speech 
flaunting fine things. 


Wrong on all counts & move right 
along says the chemical cop. 
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Brightening Glance 


One becomes gold 
in the smoke row 


on row of the other . 


trees with dark, 
hazey arms bonding hills 
beyond. Sky ,soot tracings 


plus gray ,then back 
through yellow 
and smoke and black 


at bricks piled 
to a dim windowsill. Me 
with my gold gaze 


leaving. 


When 


you say 
it's close in here 
I pose 


the atmosphere 
like a lover worn 


against a burnt-out day 


i 
a 


POSTER ART 


BLACK POWER 
WHITE POWER 
GET A GUN 


ARISE! 1!1t! 


A MOUND OF VENUS 
FOR EVERY PENIS 


A STRANGLED CHICKEN IN EVERY POT 


Little birds have big mouths always 
though their shaking 
of the air makes 


BIG BIRDS BROOD 


Pree. 
He: 


Parts of a World 


No matter I 
didn’t have a cue, 
usual position 


in the saad world 
of choices. ‘ 


Her eyes clamp me’s 
en scene,having ex- 
propriated blues 


from curtains and from 
crockery. 


Being too tried 
to be true,she 


has chosen 
and leaves 
the rest 

to others, 


and won't release 
what her eyes tell. 


It’s empty inside 


the surly faggot 
in the underwear 
ad, but his face 


sneaks volumes in its 
unconnectedness, 


reminding me not 
of my own face but some other 


out in the air that 
anyone can walk through 
and briefly claim. 


Frank B. Ford 
English / WCSC 
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Place 


How separate 
the light it- 
self emptying. 


Staying here 


remains; the 
objects in 
their spaces 


look vaguely 


at home. You 


sit. Nothing 


moves it 
makes do. 


-Frank B. Ford 


The Truth Squad 


'gails in as jesting pirates 
_grabbing what the other gang pinched 
'& back in the van as the sun is col- 


lapsing the West like a tomato 
how nice to gauge a brew & know 
laughing like bloody gods. 
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From the Fishing Pier (Nam Decade) 


Far out the surfers start their ride. 
The day is gloss and wind and wide 
And I have come to get a rest 

From Time and kodachromes of death. 


The wind makes dervishes of sand 
And bathers shroud their shiny tans, 
The surfers now are coming fast, 
Upright, tight, then slickly past. 


The clouds would seem to shred the sun, 

The sea threads white and slides down spun, 
The last wave peaks and surfers sag 

While plunging into rubber bags. 
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Scoring 


Tuck drove at the basket as the rocket curved, 
released the ball to find its softest high be- 
neath the swinging bulbs. We never saw it drop 
at hands thrust up.They dug out the both of us 
from the others & we fuzzed through hospitals. 
A year ripped of£,we met again, something like 
blood with anyone not blown away.His last trip 
here was made on snow so back we go at frozen 

tracks and beg of a sunken doctor 

once more to mark him down enough 

in his fast-darkening room, where 

ice is eating out all the windows 

he must ritually punch towards me 

"Keep at the books;just don't..." 

Turn away from his cracking looks 

& "Why?"I ask then, why anything? 

No answer for his face falls off. 
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The Territory 


a current phrase or two 
having to do with finding 
oneself. What 
acquire? 


What own? 


The danger 
of both. 
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Sung To the Tune of Anything At All 


The sailor danced the whole 
insinuated night, 

went along home, hers, 

to his dismay. 


Her apparatus like his 
own, though greater, 
he beat to death 

this epicine coquette. 


Papers made a lot of it, 
asking who is safe, 

but at the trial he swung 
the hirsute jury by detail. 


A college town 

thus used to 

universals, 

it rankled 

to a man, both black and blond: 


First to be deceived, 
and then outdone. 
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The Politics of Vengeance--Small Beer Style 


I don't keep a memory for 
these things so 


whatever's to be sworn 


is dodging just sincerity. 
Although scattered lineaments 
dance through like ghostly 


scarecrow limbs and yes it 


did involve so and so about 
some such wherein what 


was said may be 


what I'm to damn or support the 
in and out 
side of a dead 


man's glove. 


oo apap ot Tee See pies 


Apostrophe to Box 


0 Peacock Brands 
Early Foothill 
Pomegranates 
Produce of the USA 
Distributed by Blue Anchor 
Sacrament- 


_°) California! 
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The Romance of the Family 


It was given to a rising 

never seen in these parts 

when they just as suddenly 

filed in, glad to have borne wit- 


ness (distrustful as they were 


of educated people). There 

remained only the question | 
of money. And they knew in | 
their lascivious hearts 

they'd strike 


a quick deal. 
The girl rocked on the porch 


faster and faster. 


The Chance 


FEW TIMES I CAN AFFORD DELTA I WATCH 

PARTS OF MY FATHER'S DYING IN HOLLYWOOD 
FLORIDA CAUSE BIG C GOT HIM OH YEAH 

NO APPEAL & HE ASKS ME TO FIX UP THE DART 

GET IT INSPECTED YOU KNOW SO HE CAN DRIVE 
WHEN HE KNEW HE NEVER WOULD & THEN 

THE MECHANIC TELLING ME THE ONE EDGEY 


THING:. WASN'T SURE BRAKES'D PASS. 


YOU DRIVE AROUND IN THERE & THEY TEST THINGS 
TELL YOU SOMETHING TO DO & THEY READ A DIAL 
BUT STAY AWAKE & WHEN THEY SAY BRAKES 

REALLY HIT EM! SOMETIMES IF YOU... 


& I'M STANDING OUT IN BACK THERE WHILE 
HE AIMS THE HEADLIGHTS 
AT A CHART INSIDE & I'M WATCHING 


HIS BODY MAN HAMMER SUN 


INTO BLOTCHES OF OIL IT LOOKED 
A WHOLE AWFUL JUMBLE 


OF DUSTY WEEDS & JUNK 


PARTS SHAKING ON THE HEAT 
& THERE'S NO WAY 
& NEVER COULD BE ANY 


WAY TO TELL YOU GREG HOW GLORIOUSLY 
I STOMPED ON THE FUCKERS ! 


oH 


FERRET aR ore eee 


Shy Transport 


You worry over 
arriving 
late or no. 


When you do you'll 
say too little or too much 


and everyone'1l wish 
you hadn't 


come. 
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Equal Time 


Take five 


for cranky love, 
the kind 


best said by 
Look! 

Just where's 
my goddamn...? 


(Tell you where 
I'd like it, 
Ducks; ) 


Or when I THINK I could have 
married x,y,z,0 intonation's 
all the range of 
these outrageous 


marriages 


wherein, again, it 
never fails, never, 
twenty miles from home and YOU 


forget...just... 
so we all forget, 
and when that 
grim's set right, 


won't be candy coke or star 
but a something nearer 
where you are. 


From dark the empty 


voice where I had gone 
to feel more 


alone and now this 
sergeant floating 
his words. The wind 

extracting melodies 

from tent ropes out- 


side. "You okay now?" 
Yeah they said little 
flu. Pills they give me. 


"Others. Gone." 1 know. 
"No. Hit mine. Got word. 
Radio." 


Shoving us boys onto the throbbing 

truck, renewing the laughter by hauling me 

back off for the medics--"His war 

begins tomorrow!" But they jeered and hooted 
and are still 


lurching away 
from the sun 
faces like singing 


grapefruit. 


But now it's seconds before blur, 
the soaking shock, the soar. 

Time to remember to forget 

so many unweighed moments, . 

so many things from books. 

We meet on a rise, 

a milky cloud for light, 

and I see that orange hand 
coming up 

in the gray solidity of that 
half second, the blank | 
in his eyes 
like a screen fled of color, 

and I must dissolve blank screens 

to make something mean something 

or nothing mean more. 


I don't know why my carbine 

swings, my finger shreds 

inside that trigger's curl, 

but I look up to see him 

going under 

with still-raised hand and bland, 

down sliding eyes. And now I'm hit and hit 


and fall a child at play, arched 
sweet childache in my throat 


. I fall, 
falling in soft falling in green 
falling in falling in soft green woods. 
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Korean Patrol 


They drift back of me 

as do the sparse trees, 

blue on charcoal. 

I'm at their lead, 

dark bones in cast-off clothes 
as the moon finds three brass 

chevrons on my streaming cap. 


A face sketched lime, 

with wide salt eyes, I'm 

a drowned man in this slow wind 
sea that carries moon and brush, 
floats ashen, apparitional light 
to trailing gray eyes who blotch 
together as I wave and darken. 
And I am twenty. 


Twenty years old 
among bushes of ink 
and the floating 

men of my patrol whose 
seashell ears roar 

at silence. 


Twenty when facing 

the quick phosphor line 

of the Chinese patrol 

Twenty when I fear the best 
and twist my cheek for irony, 
a way to put a face on. 


And those behind. Do they 

come from Texas, Boston, on and on? . 
Did they jitterbug before the blood? 
Which movie did you see? 

Will they breathe eloquently 

the widest reason to die? 


Which movie did you see? The one 
shaking out to leave a 
blur-face man, mouth 0O'd? 


Pores cratering 

a tearing face 

before the screen rips, 
murdering the nerves. 

In my own war movie 

I and he wave, just wave, 

no apotheosis of the butcher 
after all the butchery, nor 
light bubbling through mud 

like reflected Christmas bulbs. 


And we both go back 
in order to report 
"No contact." 

the only lie 

we understand, 

the one I own but 
cannot have. 


Something tells me he is near 

and near the moment never 
understood--to understand a moment 
and not be forced to turn that screw 
into my cheek and swear, 


a moment 

when the curve 

of a windowlit shoulder 
is fragrance 

of rain 

or snow whirled 
streetlamps and 

I, drunk, sang. 


Recalling in the spectral slog 
of our patrol a yellow-wet 
world gone soft 

shoulder on fall-lit 

incense of rainair... 


and there had been 
beer freezing the lips, 
the lengthening pools 
of roads under leaves, 
wind exploding us 

as we drove. 
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The Truth Squad 


sails in as jesting pirates 

grabbing what the other gang pinched 
& back in the van as the sun is col- 
lapsing the West like a tomato 

how nice to gauge a brew and know 
laughing like bloody gods. 
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ST ISTE TENNER 


Statea of Mind 


Dodge van takes 12 
retards to circus 
where lions are 


curl-~eged sponges against seas 
of lights and tilting seals 
bark basebalis 


into brilliant sawdust. 
GQne holy fool tries 
kissing a lion 
through the bars,God 
and Security intervening. 


Later a Professor of Abstractions 
"11 place his head in the beast’s mouth. 
“Hypothetical!” he’ll announce. 


“What you see 

or think or infer 
you see not being 
what 1°11 get.” 


CHOMP | 
the lion aneners. 


Losing Face 


In the Japanese 
when kids chase horrid crone she 
turns and is revealed 


as blank of face. 
not our familiar, 
knobby witch. 


Jimmy John's,a hotdog 
restaurant here places history 
along its walls,snapshots back to 
the original roadside shack. 


Time has smoothed 
the faces you can still find 
the pitted acne 
of the 30s the greasy hair, 
the clothes like dark, square 


sails. Later,soldiers flare 

back from ancient,ringing woods 

with their blurred ghosts and witches, stray 
amid aprons and narrowing suits. 


They made the world safe 
for hotdogs. 


Me? I'm making it by 
running as fast as I 
can but I still feel 


a face slide through 
my exploding fingers. 


[States of Mind 


Dodge van takes 12 
retards to circus 
where lions are _ 


curl~eged sponges against seas 
of lights and tilting seals 
bark baseballs 
into brilliant sawdust. 

One holy fool tries 

ch the, a lion 


through the baras,God 
and Security intervening. 


.Later a Professor of Abstractions 


"11 place his head in the beast‘’s mouth. 
“Hypothetical!” he'll announce. 


“What you see 

‘or think or infer 
you see not being 

what /I°11 get.” 


CHOMP 
the lion anawers. 


Losing Face 


In the Japanese 
when kids chase horrid crone she 
turns and is revealed 


as blank of face. 
not our familiar, 
knobby witch. 


Jimmy John's,a hotdog 
restaurant here places history 
along its walls,snapshots back to 
the original roadside shack. 


Time has smoothed 
the faces you can still find 
the pitted acne 
of the 30s the greasy hair, 
the clothes like dark, square 


sails. Later,soldiers flare 

back from ancient,ringing woods 

with their blurred ghosts and witches, stray 
amid aprons and narrowing suits. 


They made the world safe 
for hotdogs. 


Me? I'm making it by 
running as fast as I 
can but I still feel 


a face slide through 
my exploding fingers. 


Kierkegaard In The Bathhouse 


At his finest 
he informs the moment 
before the plunge 
dtone, out of it 
up to here 
so wash! 


One must prepare 


for dirt, 


our human privilege. 
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LAURA 


LOVE IS AURA 
AURA IS LOVE 
AS LAURA IS 
LOVER AS AURA 
IS LOVE IS AU- 
RAL IS AURA IS 
LOVE'S LAUREL 
IS LAURA IS 
LAUREL IS LOVE 
ALL IS LAURA 
AS AURA IS 
LOVE IS LAURA 
IS AURA IS 
LOVE ALL IS 
LOVE'S AURA IS 
AURAL IS AURA 
IS LOVE AS IS 
LAUREL OF LAURA 
IS LAURA IS IS 
LOVE'S LAUREL 
IS AURA IS LOVE'S 
LOVER LAURA IS 
AURA IS LOVE. 


Racang: ghenRefiaissanerc - 


"Truth" is dowdy god 
knows in our everyday 
variety at the least 


experts sprout 
spangles enough 
bumping 


us why and why 
thus why don't we 
understand our own 


way, our words (They 
have a war with 'em) 
or why or even 


how we stay 
and stay 

so strange 
(such birds!) 


Wéll what we impart 
is hardly mere rage 
we say—— 


is answer? 
or the old 
whole pretense 
of the bankrupt 


industry, our 
wisdom humpt- 


y dumped, ar- 
rogance 
retarding the beat. 


Humility beckons on 
the horizon. We 


sail there 
some of us 
at any rate. 


Crafts of splinters 
even the sea jeers. 


_& 
of 
an 


Lucky 


Darkly they plop 
your former lungs 
upon a sparkling tray, 


weigh. them 
with the remark 
"average pollution." 


Then,addressing your blue head: 
"Should've properly 
killed you sooner." 


The Terrorist 


I 
wait as 
have others. 


You 
strike 
at your wish 


or may not 
I now 


your demands 
and have al- 
ways. 


The Chance 


FEW TIMES I CAN AFFORD DELTA I WATCH 

F PARTS OF MY FATHER'S DYING IN HOLLYWOOD 

Fr FLORIDA CAUSE BIG C GOT HIM OH YEAH 
F NO APPEAL & HE ASKS ME TO FIX UP THE DART 
F GET IT INSPECTED YOU KNOW SO HE CAN DRIVE 

Fr WHEN HE KNEW HE NEVER WOULD & THEN 

F THE MECHANIC TELLING ME THE ONE EDGEY 

F THING. WASN'T SURE BRAKES'D PASS. 

F F BYOU DRIVE AROUND IN THERE & THEY TEST THINGS 

D F BTELL YOU SOMETHING TO DO & THEY READ A DIALD 
F D BUT STAY AWAKE & WHEN THEY SAY BRAKESD 
F D REALLY HIT EM! SOMETIMES IF YOU.. 
-D F F & I'M STANDING OUT IN BACK THERE WHILE 

F HE AIMS THE HEADLIGHTS 

F AT A CHART INSIDE & I'M WATCHING 

F HIS BODY MAN HAMMER SUN 

F F INTO BLOTCHES OF OIL IT LOOKED 

F A WHOLE AWFUL JUMBLE F 

OF DUSTY WEEDS & JUNK 

F F PARTS SHAKING ON THE HEAT 

F & THERE'S NO WAY F & NEVER COULD BE ANY 

F WAY TO TELL YOU GREG HOW GLORIOUSLY F 

I STOMPED ON THE FUCKERS! 


The 6 Introduced 


1) From the plane 
the land forms 
a body. 


2) We note its swells 
before us 


3) and its boundaries. 
We have come especially 
to explain the obvious 


4) but the natives close 
doors upon our words. 


5) Having what they want, 
we must provoke, reach 


6) for meaning." they 
whisper back. "Let us be- 
come ourselves." 


1 


Each step is flat 
and yet we rise 


in wonder 
as to love 


a sudden 
river. 


2 


What grows 
always 
finds us 


unaware 
at last. 


5 


Free in what you don't want 
thus live and die alone. No 


puzzle few aspire to be so 
gathered up. 


6 


It's not cozy inside. There's 
chaos and there's heat and 
few remain. But only in this 


place can you un- 
cover what you wish. 


4 


Your gift tied me 
in its ribbons. 


Can it 
unwrap? 


3 


The impossibility of breathing 
when facts get set out clean. 


How easy for some 
to drop one, snatching 


up another, jerking 
you along with eyes. 


POSTER ART 


BLACK POWER 


WHITE POWER 


GET A GUN 
ARrsE!!! Ill, 


A MOUND OF VENUS 
FOR EVERY PENIS 


A STRANGLED CHICKEN IN EVERY POT 


Little birds have big mouths. always though their shaking 
of the air makes 


BIG BIRDS BROOD 


POSTER ART 


BLACK POWER 
WHITE POWER 


GET A GUN 


ARrsE!!! Til, 


A MOUND OF VENUS 
FOR EVERY PENIS 


A STRANGLED CHICKEN IN EVERY POT 


Little birds have big mouths. always though their shaking 
of the air makes 


BIG BIRDS BROOD 


Scoring 


Tuck rove at the basket as the rocket curve , 
release the ball to fin its softest high be- 
neath the swinging bulbs. We never saw it drop 
at hands thrust up. They dug out the both of us 
from the others & we fuzzed through hospitals. 
A year ripped off,we met again, something like 
blood with anyone not blown away.His last trip 
here was made on snow so back we go at frozen 

tracks, & beg of a sunken doctor 

once more to mark him down enough 

in his fast-darkening room, where 

ice is eating out all the windows 

he must ritually punch towards me 

"Keep at the books;just don't..." 

Turn back from his cracking looks 

& "Why?"I ask then, why anything? 

No answer for his face falls off. 


Ree 


Boys and Girls Together 


The Natural enjoys 
all moments. And thus 


in our kids’ band 
when Mr. Donches 
asked him to try the 
second part, Moe waved 


the battered thing. 

This here's a first 
trombone! We laughed, 
knowing what we knew then. 


He liked the attention. 
Many times we watched him 
drool along his paper route. 


Hey Moe! How's that first trombone? 
He never got older; we got married 
and fought through 

hanging wallpaper as he appeared 


to collect, gaping at flowers 
and windmills. You wonder 
if he knew what he missed. 


We don’t have time 

to miss anything. Divorce has 
struck off some tootling 

kids, and one of our dudes—-sax-~ 


bought it in a Trenton hall, 
folding on the syringe. 


I see the needle, 
its grace. 


Love is 
_aura. 


Core 
all core 
thus 


none. 


Now is fraught 


“with form, 
all ve. 
we'll know. 


Contemporary Love 


The homely woman 
at the party, 
and we,pretty 


much the rest,in 
secret compact this 


tedious fact. With- 
in the geometry 
of loneliness 
I note our paths, 


or flights,intersect. Her 
persistent fashioning at first; 
presently just accident: 


we’re driven to seek others, 
and no one. At these times 


I’m conventially polite 
and warmer than | might. 


A personal God might say 
Just who are YOU 


to judge my females? Why 
don’t you just de-asshole 
a moment? Chill out!i-- 


why there might eventually 
be some nice NOOKY : 
in it for you,even.” Oh yeah? Ole 


GOD wouldn’t TALK that sorta way, huh? 


You’d be surprised. Job’s to getta 
whole shitload of things ROLLING. 


Athwart the entropy 
of modern emotion. 


Hypocrisy 


No more taunts 
towards washed 
and unwashed. 


I’m scanning 
my own slide with- 


in the shabby strut, 
and can’t leave 
the apartment. 


it’s always the same 
bite of the word, 

a slight 

turn 


of your lover 
to a friend 
of sorts 

then 

0 


the 


1 


The horse knows the way 


among the spooks 
of ancestral hooves, 
can shy,shows moods. 


In the cold our own history 
sighs along the dapples, 


as with the braided ghosts 
of breath 
we reinvent 


love,our only summary 
for fate,for heartbreak. 
Not enough 


animal,nor 
spirit,we numb. 


Could Hoover Wear His Dress To the Office? 


In the present climate of assent 
who could say yes? What 
is always with us 


always vanishes, leaving 
the inner where 


nobody can be 
blackmailed. 


i 
1 


Contemporary Love 


The homely woman 
at the party, 
and we,pretty 


much the rest,in 
secret compact this 


tedious fact. With- 
in the geometry 
of loneliness 
I note our paths, 


or flights,intersect. Her 
persistent fashioning at first; 
presently just accident: 


we’re driven to seek others, 
and no one. At these times 


I?m conventially polite 
and warmer than I might. 


A personal God might say 
Just who are YOU 


to judge my females? Why 
don’t you just de-asshole 
a moment? Chill out!i-- 


why there might eventually 
be some nice NOOKY 
in it for you,even.”™ Oh yeah? Ole 


GOD wouldn’t TALK that sorta way, huh? 
You’d be surprised. Job’s to getta 
whole shitload of things ROLLING. 


Athwart the entropy 
of modern emotion. |. 


ae 


The Bad Movie Attempts 


talk, like the rest of us 
facing the awful land- 


scape,won’t,again like 
us,get the haul--scored 
by those with filmy teeth. 


se hi ia sis Puts Si Sad libata wn cnaa GT Vio Svc sc ace Phe 


All God’s Children 


The sanctioned continuity 
of man’s ingenuity to man: 


Bouncing Betty. She vuss there 
in the Gulf War,our latest pride 
of lines just 


as when She made it quite 
safe for democracy in °18. 


Well,anyway,the short of it’s up 
She frisks when triggered 


*n blows your balls off. 
(Be Less Than You Can Be.) 


Oh ’scuse sexist me and mine 
since we’ve taken women in: 


Hey Gals! Pay’s not bad, right ?--what 
with Bouncing Betty for your fringe. 


Dear John Q. 


Bad songs make you cry,whip- 
ping up that cesspool 
of the expected. 


Hitler loved dogs and children, 
you little facist prick. 


In the Marketplace of Liars 


no true chum remains 
genuine 


-~ly a bargain. 


Fantity Tomers--British Tv econedy 


The Literary Life 


Basil Fawlty,you irreversible dolt! 
Yet haven’t I spurred white-hot steeds 
to just as unremarkable defeats? 
(when | had the guts to saddie anything but Hope). 


We long to play Hamiet or Raskolnikov te be sure. 
The samovars,the whistling swords! 
Slums of vile despairing, breathlessly sinister courts. 
Promoting mad scenes to suit 


the heart of the moment,but never to flash true 
wares as Pangloss,nor dare parade the open face 


of Sancho Panza. Saddest yet that 
narrow shelf of all my Quizling selves. 


Beauty hasn’t world enough, thus 


you turn,cabs lengthening 

to suns. Clouds punch 
up, blackest at their 
hearts. The wind 


drubs the city 
in petals, stunning with 
perfumes. This mood, 


not yours,though fierce- 


ly elegant,you crack 
the exact moment apart, 
the molten core of motion in your image. 


Slumber Song 


Go to bed, 
Pretending 


Somebody 
Loves you. 


It’s all right 
It’s all lies. 


Tomorrow’s another one, 
Baby-Hon. 


The Whatchacallit, Wasteland 


PrezReagan slammed: 
Bmovie actor--yet 
TVnews one 


BIG Bmovie. 
*s all Soap, 
Gertie. 


All we know ’n 
can write about 
being 


SHIT. "*bout what’s the te- 


dious debate, America? 
What color? 


"and when the things you plan” 


light as butcher 
knives 


the trees, 
the wind 


rows hoarsely 
on and on- 


to 1 more 
bloody yr 


Two Photos At the Garden Show 


"The bluebirds have returned 
to Militia Hill!” Fact 


emphatic: "This is a BLUE bird; 
" but THIS is a bluebird!" Yeah, 


Fiesty little guy 
with orange breast- 
splotch so 


himself. 


All the News That Fits 


MENSA dude strangles wife w/ blue panties, 
stows her, freezing AC rm,fudging time 


of death. Goes he then a-sailin’ w/ buddy... 
later "phones" fm ole buddy’s house to "wife”-- 


8 yr old girl pks up as he’s 
dissembling over dial-tone. 
Perfect case closed, 


Hast seen blue panties? 0 
the blueness of the panties! Am I 
blue? Biuve heaven, note, moon, funk. 


Lucille Mellancamp RN,New Bedford,Mass,reports on ist 
wearing of latest nylon blend she had stepped in 


to step out. (Note: tight 
elastic knicks her.) 


I’m smart too,it’s 
helped in school. 


The Debt--to Joseph Beuys 


Hey Joe whattayuhknow? 
Still one of the boys? 
I like the one where 


these peasants wrapped 
Iey you in fat and felt 
after the crash. So -waffe 


to -mensch,and you, Pal,never 
guite the same. Well 1! 
mean that there are fits 


of starts for ail of us,but who has 
sniffed ole Death’!l!I figure it, their 
humanness. I don’t mean 


those yuppies, coarse- 
ly strung mid-fart,who glimpse the face of God 
through credit cards. They gotta Jearn 


the hath they’ve wrought, 
that sometimes, Joe, you can’t pay 
what you owe. 


The Historic Boat Tour 


And note the bank of bouganvilla 
leading up to the older house. 


You get that box lunch the ladies sold? 
Colonel Breathard himSELF... 

Like one humungous Jalapeno. 

planted it, 

Yeah. Right. 

sending the gardeners home that day, 
Farting like a machine gun since! 

as a birthday gift FOR... 


Uh huh? Everywhere you go it’s the same. 


at the library 


she bowed her back towards 
the shelves,wordless- 
ly expressing this 


is my body: i can do 
anything with it 


i want. 
I can. 
I! 


The Life of the Spirit 


from boredom you concect a rag 
in which you just succomb. 


Then play it till a hag 
bestows a sandwich. 


Boswell Visits Rousseau 
(a ballade in 4/7 time) 


John-Jacques 
John-Jacques 
John-Jacqdes -- 
John-Jacques 


Got the clap 
clap clap clap 


clap 
clap clap! 


by. 


Life goes 
fucking 


Knife in the Water 


With all this nasty chess of sex 
I?m tickled Norman Bates, 

ole genderbender, stays 
politically correct. 


Could Hoover Wear His Dress To the Office? 


In the present Climate of assent 
who could say yes? What 
is always with us 


always vanishes, leaving 
the inner where 


nobody can be 
blackmailed. 


Contemporary Love 


The homely woman 
at the party, 
and we,pretty 


much the rest,in 
secret compact this 


tedious fact. With- 
in the geometry 
of loneliness 
I note our paths, 


or flights,intersect. Her 
persistent fashioning at first; 
presently just accident: 


we’re driven to seek others, 
and no one. At these times 


I’m conventially polite 
and warmer than I might. 


A personal God might say 
Just who are YOU 


to judge my females? Why 
don’t you just de-asshale 
a&@ moment? Chill out!-- 


why there might eventually 
be some nice NOOKY ; 
in it for you,even.” Oh yeah? Ole 


GOD wouldn’t TALK that sorta way, huh? 
You’d be surprised. Job’s to getta 
whole shitload of things ROLLING. 


Athwart the entropy 
of modern emotion. 


i 
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side tegetnay 


Blucitie ages bo as 


suc nC le pha cleotide ee a 


tein Sim socad’ 


